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PREFACE. 


* aim chiefly at Grandeur or Eloquence of 
Stile, may become a Genius, but the Views 


of every Chriſtian ſhould aſcend aigner. It muſt 


be owned that all Authors are impelled to ap- 


Hear as fuch, either by the Power of Vanity or 
Benevolence: They defire to pleaſe, that 
others may praiſe them for that Pleaſure, or ta 


| profit, thatallmay partake of that uſeful Train 


| of Sentiment, whatever it be, which has either 
informed or inſtrufted them, and added to their 
Happineſs. —Without Doubt, very many of the 
latter Sort have graced our favoured Iſland, 
and they will ever have this Advantage over the 

former, that the Works of ſuch as Addiſon, 
Hale, Young, Dodderidge, Derham or Fe- 
nelon, will be taken up with Delight by the ſe- 
rious in all Ages, and by all Readers in their 7 
A 2 ſerious 


| 
ſerious Moments, while thoſe of Voltaire, Ho- 
race, Bolingbroke, and the Bagatelles of 
Sl.akcſpeare, Swift and all the Wits in Chriſ- 
tendom, will only flaſh over the Ideas of volatile 
Readers, and 9 even them on a ſecond 
Perufal. 


F we confuder that the Farth ſhall be burnt 
up, and thus even the glorious Works of God 
Himſelf—all the wonderful Efecis of his flu- 
| pendous Power, Wi dom, and Love, i in this lower } 

| Creation, will * be diſſolved,” why ſhould | 
Inhabitants of Clay o highly value the little 
Efforts of this imperfe& Art, or the floating 

Images of tneir Bram, ! We ſhould not covet 


Fame, even for the borrowed Fruits of our gra- 


cious Hours. We, God alone be all Honour, 
Glory, Praiſe and Thankſgiving now and for 
a. ”_ 
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J. B. 
EPISTLE L 


OR once from all your nobler Views deſcend, 
To read the plain Epiſtles of a Friend, 

Or. in ſome vacant Period of your Time, 
For once attend a Lecture, all in Rhime. 
The Grecian Bard may wear the Laurel-Crown, 5 
Or T wittenham' s Poet claim it for his own, 

Beneath their Monuments I gaze with Joy, 

On either Face behold the Fate of Troy ! 
How eaſy flow their rapid Strains along g 
How vaſt, their varied Eloquence of Song! 10 
What Pow'rs of Muſic and of Senſe combine, 
To grace the Thunder of each Homer's Line! 
Thus Hand in Hand triumphant may they run, 
While diſtant Ages hail the Sire and Son! 
But till, my Friend, (cho ſome may count it odd) 15 
The Life of Homer 's not the Life of God. 


Bear 


1 6 
Bz ax with me, then, while diff'rent Themes demand 


Diviner Labours from my Heart and Hand, 


While in the Fervour of my feebler Lays, 


20 
Nor bluſh the God that touch d Jaak's Tongue, 
The God, that hallow'd David's various Song, 

Can kindle Truth, and give it Strength to ſhine 


I ſeek your Friendſhip, tho' I loſe your Praiſe. 


Wich more angelic Fire than all the Nine * 
Wich Patience then together let us ſoar, SE, 
Firſt bending at his N whom all adore! 


Tov great firſt F ountain, whence all Being ran, 
Alone canſt teach us of thy Creature Man, 
His Nature, Origin, and End declare, 
What here our State, or whence, or why, we are! go 
Without thee all our Science is but Show, 
And as we ſearch the more, the leſs we know, 
Thy clear Direction in the Word we trace, 
To learn whate' er concerns the human Race, 
For he that dares neglect thy ſacred Page, 35 
Muſt ſeek in vain from Poet, Prieſt, or Sage ; 
Nor can thy ſacred Myſteries be known, 
Till thy good Spirit ſhines upon our own ! 


Then 


4, 


Then touch the ſubtle Spring of human Thought, 


And let thy Creatures reaſon as they ought, 4 


Whilſt for thy Glory we attempt to ſcan 
| That lov, celeſtial, wondrous Compound, Man? 


Wu, AT Man Hall be, appears to none below, 


5 Veil d are the Realms of endleſs Bliſs andWoe ! 


The preſent Moment is our grand Concern, 45 


5 The paſt is fled, the ſuture ſtill to learn. 


II hurl'd from Heay' n, or loſt in Adam” $ Loins, 
Sin cleaves to Man, and here our Iflue j joins, 
It matters not, or how, or when we fell, 
Or whence we came, from Nature, or from Hell— 50 
The FaRt is plain, a World of Rebels ſee, 
Mere Men or Devils—that's unknown to thee— 
This thenour r Buſineſs—wrangle cer ſo long 
To follow Truth! —all elſe we do is wrong— 
To ſeize our Pardon, and our God adore, 55 
Once more be like him, go, and fin no more. 
Let Sceptics float on Fancy's dubious Wave; 
Refine their Brains, then drop them in the Grave; 
Both in Theory and Praftice, agreeable to the Gat > 
n. who ſets this down as the Criterion of Morality. 


. 

Man never found out Man his Wit may fly, 

And ſtun each Brother Mole that paſſes by ; 60 

But aſk him, kow the Wheels of Nature turn, 

Why Dreams diſturb us, or why Comets burn, 5 
That ſecret Springs this huge Creation bear, 

Or who can prove it balanc'd in the Air? 
Aſk purblind Man when Life begins or ends, 65 
 Whence blows the Whirlwind, or yon Star deſcends, 
How high above us all the Planets move, 

How low beneath the ſcaly Myriads rove ? 

As well might Reaſon learn to ſtop the Tide, 

As Man unfold what Heav'n decrees to hide: 13 

| Yet ſtill we ſtrain each optic Nerve to trace 95 

Strange Creatures on the Moon's myſterious Face, 

Light on her Mountains, fail upon her Seas, 

And mark her Continent with equal Eaſe, 

Without a LineEarth's Longitude reveal, 76 

And weighs her miniſh'd Orbs without a Scale! 


If never curb'd—like Tigers for their Food, 


All would hunt Knowledge, and forget their Good, 
Be wiſe as Devils, but, as Devils till, 
The more they knew, the ſtronger cleave to Il; 80 


Each 


"WT 

Each School ſtill more a * Nurſery for Pride, 
Till Men to Gods were leQuur'd far and wide, 
Till each had fram'd a Syſtem in his Brain, 
Or blown to Nothing all this World again! 
Bleſt Ignorance, how kindly giv'n below! ö 8g 
How ſecret kept the Things we need not know ! | 
If known, would only, in this weak Eſtate, 


Make all Mankind intolerably great! 
«:: OY 


* It is, perhaps, impoſlible to be too pointed in our Cenſare 
- againſt the Mode of Education, eſtabliſhed in our publ ic Schools. 
| — Who would not join with Auguſtine and Rollin, to condemn 
the heatheniſh Ambition of bloody Conquerors, the looſe Mo- 
rals and impious Fables of the Greek and Roman Poets? And 
yet—ſuch is our Veneration for Antiquity! - Vouth is taught 
with great Labour and Expence, to digeſt what it muſt vomit 
up again, whenever the Chriſtian Religion has its due Impreſſi- 
on on the Mind! If one Boy out of ten eſcapes thro' his Tutor's 
Hands leſs mad than Ajax, or leſs melancholy than Cato—not to 
ſay leſs polluted than Horace—it muſt be matter of Surprize, ſince 
| they are bound to pore, for Years together, over Books, which 
are full of Ideas, counter to thoſe of Chriſtianity ; and the Dul- 
neſs, or the Indolence, of moſt Tutors, prevents Youth from 
perceiving the Miſchief, of which they are not aware without 
Caution from their Inſtructors. Were the rifingGeneration well 
ſtored with ſcriptural Learning in the various Languages, and 
well verſed in the beſt of our own great Authors in Proſe and 
Poetry, we ſhould probably have better and wiſer Men to fill up 
the ſeveral Stations of Life, than we can now expeR, in thoſe, 
who are taught to learn little or nothing but dead Langu - » 
with all their Traſh, on Account of Claſical Eloquence !—w hile 


10 ] 
Sz x *Archimedes turn all Nature round! 
See Newton buſy midſt the Planets found! 90 
Copernicus wheels all about the Sun, 
And crawls a Reptile here while his is done! 
Sinclair the Monſters of the Deep explores, 
Drops thro' the Waves, and up triumphant ſoars, 


Could let you know—if there he ſhould remain—95 
The various Wonders of the watry Plain! — 
Would Orpheus, Hervey leave an Egg untried, 
Or ceaſe to ſearch when Embrios liv'd and died! 
f Bord till would fail beneath the Flood... 
Like a Fiſh cloiſter'd in a Shell of Wood! 100 
Would + Berthold reſt, till, centred under Ground, 
He blew into the Air each Ifland round 
on . 
they cannot read oy write, intelligibly, in their native Tongue! 
Laſtly, ſuppoſe * good Scholars,” fine Critics,” and“ Men of 


Genius“ were leſs rare than we now find them, what Need of 
many ſuch i in one Kingdom 7 


„He firſt invented Globes to ſhew the Motions of the Hea- 


George Sinclair — Inventor of the Diving-Bell. 
7 2 Borelli—who form'd 2 Boat to fail Aer Water. | 


+ Berthold Schwartz is ſuppoſed to have invented Gunpow- 
der in the 14th Century. 


1 
Could Galileo leave his Tube alone, 
Till it had ſpotted all our burniſh'd Sun ! 


Vain Man! Thy Soul to other Worlds muſt fly, 105. 

And wilt thou only play the Fool, and die 1 

What Gain to Thee, were other Knowledge giv'n, 

To count the Stars, and mils thy Way to Heav n! 

Here then we fix—ſet learned Wit aſide, 

As neither fit to be our Guard or Guide ; 110 
Some other Bliſs we want—ourſelves to know— = 

And what can make us like our God below. 

Tis this, whate er it be, is Heav'n above, 

And who can reach i it, if it be not Love ? 
Immortal Beings muſt of Courſe be tir d 115 
Wich other Arts, invented or inſpir' d, 
In this Archangels ſhine, for ever bright, 

In glorious Circles round the Throne of Light! 
In this the rich and poor may Union find, 

The one great Cement of all human Kind! 120 

In this the Critic and the Fool are one, 
And Nature's Slaves need yield the Prize to none; 
: Theſe ſtill may love, tho' various wants require 


Their Time and Toils for Victuals and Attire; ; 
B 2 What 


E 
What Need the Lab' rinths of a curious Brain 
To paint our Pleaſure, or difle@ our Pain ? 
Each human Being, learned or untaught, 


Diſcerns at once his Feelings as he ought; 


And if awake, can trace the Line of Sin, 


Where Virtues end and Vanities begin ; 
Nor need his Fancy once bevilder d rove, 
Thro Fairy- Lands, to track celeſtial Love, 
| While Calov s Top its Standard wide unfurls, 
The Price and Pattern of ſurrounding Worlds! 
Each feels, thro Fear of Death, its Bondage ſtill 135 
2 (A Sov'reign Plague! an univerſal III!) 
Or can, with pardon'd Paul, in Triumph ſing, 
„Where, Grave, thy Viftzy! and where, Death, 
thy Sting!“ : | 


„Bur all are not alike—the worſt you draw, 
And paint Mankind one univerſal Flaw; 140 


4 Some ſhine in Arts and Arms, their Country's 
Friends, 


* One ſpreads i Its Commerce, one its Trade extends 
2 This bears the legal Sword, and not in vain ! 


That guards our Coaſts by hund ring o'er theMain! 


6 Some 


LY 3 


Some rear our Buildings, others rear our Food, 145 


„And all Mankind — to our Good. 


'Yxs—Thanks to Him, who rules beneath, above, 


Connettions tie us down in ſocial Love ; 

The Parent ſoon his Character betrays, 
The Child reveres him, and the Slave obeys, 159 
The Infant ſucks Aﬀettion from the Breaſt, 


And this Dependance makes the Mother bleſt, 


Kind Nature ſpreads, and onward runs again, 


Till the whole World compoſe one plaſtic Chain; ; 


United thus one F amily it grows, | 155 


Each paying ſtil the little Help he owes, 


And thus obey” di is Nature's various Call, 


As Wants ſtill circulate from one to all. 


Thus He, that made us, form'd the human Will 


For mutual Aid, averſe from mutual =—_ 100 
And then allotted each a diff rent Fate, 
To prove his Goodneſs in our low Eſtate ; 
Thus Self-Compaſſion draws the tender Heart 
For others Want our Portion to impart, 
E're callous Av rice ſteels our Infant-Breaſt, 165 
And checks the Glow kind Pity has impreſs d : 

"Tis 


13 
"Tis curs d Example damps the riſing Flame, 
Breaks the bruis d Reed, and curbs the gen rous Aim, 
Darts Savage Nature thro' untutor'd Man, 


Or bids him graſp whole Nations if he can : 170 
„Lo! the poor Indian, whoſe half. thinking Mind 
Sees God in Clouds, or hears him in the Wind, 
To Kindred- Love by genuine Nature bound, 

_ . oe dreads no Bondage from the Heathens round, 
True to his own, his Family his Care, 175 
Theſe all his Labours and AﬀeRions ſhare, 

Till Chriſtians (fo baptiz'd) their Pow'r diſplay, 

And cheat or tare them from their *All away. 
Unmaſk, ye Monſters ! Molock is your God, 
Ve Cannibals, that thirſt for human Blood! 180 


Nay worſe---they warn the Pilgrim to beware, 
By their wild Figure, and their hideous Glare, 
Nor ever learnt from Scripture or their Kind, 
That God and Nature give a ſofter Mind: 
: But 
Inſomuch as the Negroes have little Knowledge of God, and | 
leis of the Arts and Sciences, what can comfort or divert their 
Minds under ſuch Circumſtances ?---If we alſo add, that their 
Conſtitution moſt ſtrongly attaches them to the ſocial Connections 


of their native Climate, it muſt be ten- fold Cruelty to baniſh them, 
nke Horſes, from Place to Place, from one Toil to another. 


[15] 
But you, unurg'd by Hunger or by Fear, 185 
| With Madneſs ſtart eccentric from your Sphere, 
4 Range o'er the watry World, and ſtake your Lives, 
por what? To kidnap Huſbands from their Wives 
Or ſteal their Infants from the murmuring ſhore, 
And make fond Parents mourn the hapleſs Hour! 190 
While Avarice rules the Globe, we thus behold 
Men ſtole by Chriſtians, or by Chriſtians ſold, 
As Beaſts to pant upon ſome burning Sand, 

Far from their Kindred, and their native Land! 


Tx ace Providence, behold, how good and wiſe! 195 
Alike in what it gives, and what denies l“ 
On ſome heaps Plenty with this kind Intent, 
That others too may ſhare the Bleſſings lent; 
And they who thwart the Giver's chief Deſign, 
Are curs'd with Fulneſs, and in Plenty pine. 200 
Nor feel the bleſſed Happineſs to give, 
But ſtarve for Fear of ſtarving whilſt they live ! ! 


Not ſo the Poor, with wiſer Peace endued, 
Want brings them Labour, Labour Health and F ood. 
Behold all Nature full, and all ſupplied, 205 
Proviſions hide the Land, and ſwell the Tide, 

FH = Prop 


1 


Drop from the Clouds, ariſe with every Sun, 


And Nature's nurſing Toil is never done! 


So full her Stores, beneath, around, above, 


All Space abounds with God's paternal Love! 210 


Bur leave what Providence alone beſtows, 


The reſt is one perpetual Scene of Woes. 


Men ſoon their kind Creator's Giſts abuſe, 


Their End we ſpoil, or murmur while we uſe ; 


There's not a ſocial Link in Nature's Chain, 213 


N But mars our Quiet, or diſturbs our Brain, 
; Each little State, cach Houſhold is below 
A Jail, a Bedlam, or a World of Woe, 


This Hour in perfe& Harmony and Peace, 


The next. our every String i is out of Place! 220 


Hope tells the Meck. that Life {hall paſs away, 


Or who could ſuffer being here a Day! 


Who boaſt of human Dignity and Bliſs, 
Too young in Life, ſee not, or fee amiſs, 
Or view (mere Strangers to che human Heart,) 225 
The Skei7 of Grandeur, and the Web of Art. 
| Behold, thro' ev'ry Age and Nation Ipread, 
Pain, Sickneſs, drag us ling'ring to the Dead! 


How 


Aa 


How many groan in Youth, and ſigh i in Age, 
Juſt ſtarting frantic from the human Stage, ; 230 
On Beds of Down, in all the State of Pride, 
Or Fields of Blood, with Rage on ev ry ide! 
In Friendleſs Cottages, depriv'« d of Day, 
e The Walls of Plaiſter, and the Floor of Clay * 


How many, ftretch d onRacks,or ſtrangled, groan, 23 5 


For Crimes, purſued for Want of Bread alone! 
(And dare not E—g—d bluſh, to make the Sire 
Of ſtarving Infants for a Theft expire 90 

Some feel the Dagger freezing up their Blood. 

5 By Ruffians ſtabb' d, or perjur d Friends purſued, 240 
Some pant, daſh' dup and down by thwarting Waves, 
And ſtruggling drop into their liquid Graves! 
Some burn but N ature ſhock d, conceals the reſt, 
And dares not on Whatever i is, 1s beſt.” 

What Objects daily crowd our Hoſpitals— 245 
What Lazars breathe within theſe tainted Walls . 


Nay, turn to Bedlam $ ſolitary Dome, 


: Where Horror raves, and hopeleſs Hermits foam ! 
O Man, thy Picture there, thy Brother ſee, 
Once fondly nurs'd, and better taught thanThee 1230 


C Here | 


11 
Here Grief, in penfive Agony deplores, 
Her Lover, buried on far diſtant Shotes ! 
' Others, to turn fuch racking Thoughts aſide, 
Strut big in all the vaſt Parade of Pride, : 
Or Whiſtle chro your Far- then dart along, 2 55 | 
With a quaint Riddle, or a jocund Song! 3 


Thus ſancy plays i it off, or talks apace, 
In all the Fun of innocent Grimmace: 
'In yonder cell a learned Bramin ſits, 3 
A Wag, an Emp' ror, and a Sage by Pits * ! 260 ; 
RefleQion tries to harmonize i in vain, MY 
| That Hubbub Babel in his jargon Brain! 

Poor Wretch—bow happy had he learn'd of God, 
Or ſimply pray d thro' all his rugged Road! 
Had he ne'er ſeen one Language ſave his own, 265 
or trac d the ſacred Leaves for Uſe alone, 
Or had his Hand been train'd to wield the Spade, 
Or poiſe the Hammer of ſome ſimple Trade! 
Throꝰ the next Grate behold one figh and ſing 
Melodious Muſic to th' eternal King! 270 
This Sibil thus (by cruel Friends confin' d, 1 
Who quite miſtook the Biaſs of her Mind) 


Diverts | 


L 19 J 

Diverts her Moments, as they glide along, 
Wich the ſoft Raptures of a ſacred Song: 
Abe Chriſtian ſeen, thro” filent, will adviſe, 275 
g The touch' d Spectator wiſhes to be wiſe, | | 
In a bright Mirror thro' that beauteous Clod, 
” Behold a ſomething like the Face of God of 


1 From hence we turn, and ſtill may farther trace 

The gen n'ral Ruin of our ſinful Race. 280 
Frar, Pride, and Anger from our Cradle fly, 

we. fort, and fwel, and rage, we know not why, 

| The Child will ape the Paſſions of the Man, 
And alt his Crimes as far as Childhood can; 

The Parent's holy Life, and uſeful Rod 28g 


Can never turn one Temper right for God 


C2 Nor 
* Young's Night Thoughts. . | 

& Should any inquire, how Ckrift can be theLight of all Infants, f 
if the above State of puerile Depravity is a juſt one, it may be an- 
ſwered, that we diſcern at Tĩmes in all Infants a peculiar Simplicity 
| and Lovingneſs, (beſides the natural ;rogyn or human Affection) 

IJ which attaches us to little Children, in a ſtriking Manner-the 
5% ¶wore Simplicity andamiable Benevolence are alſo in our ownTem- 
7 per, the more we ſhall be ſenſible of it in Children,--but it muſt 
1 be owned, that we break off this gentle Chain too ſoon ; how ſoon, 
or 


This Lig be ſhineth in Darkneſs (ſome inward Evil. no Doubs) tho? the 
kneſs [ot Nature] * it not as yet. 


4 
7 
Dar 


erts 
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Nor ſhall you find, ſearch all her Fav'rites round, 
One holy Plant in Nature's fertile Ground ; 
Some ſecret Sins, or Follies, more or leſs, 
In Youth or Age, will bring us in Diſtreſs, 290 
Some hidden Vice, or ſeeming Virtue, Rtll 
Shall lead aſtray, or drive us on to Ill. 


122 ARN from the Creatures too, they loudly call, 
= And preach thro Life : an x univerſal F all. 


SzeMonſtersStrength orArt could never tame! 295 
See the fierce Tyger tear the trembling Lamb ! IT 
What living Myriads make the daily Food | 
of Tyrants, wand'ring thro' Earth, Air, and Wood ! 
What Shoals of ſmaller Victims hourly ſweep 
Along the trembling Boſom of the Deep, 300 
» HO Afraid 


or by what Means, a contrary Habit gains upon 99 in a 100, we 
cannot clearly trace at all Times--tho' we may enumerate the bad 
Example of Parents (for they ſeldom give bad Precepts)—the bad 
| Company of Cotemporaries--theWant of Iuſtruction-the Cowardice of 
almoſt Chriſtians · the Want of Judgment and Experience in Life 
_ andGodlineſs--and the Force of confiitutional Temptations-employ- 
ad and ſtrengthened by the ſubtle Suggeſtions of Satan We may 
reckon up theſe Cauſes, among others, how Youth becomes de. 
_ prived of its Innocence, and how we haye all, ſponer or later, 
fallen from the Grace of God. 


1e 


Afraid to meet their End, they fly in Pain 


From the huge Rangers of th' enormous Main ! 


What Swarms of Inſeas conſtantly ſupply 


The Wants of Creatures, born alike to die! 303 


What Rage and Envy ſwell the brutal Breaſt ! 
Nor ſeems one Species happier than the reſt! 
On every Side we hear their piteous Cries, 


The whole Creation groans around, and dies! 


From whence ſuch Wonders too in Earth and Air ? 


The jarring Elements their Change declare; 310 


The ſubterraneous Whirlwind roars below ! 
Above che Thunders burſt, and Lightnings glow! . 


Here Nature, lickening. feels the Heat of Noon, | 


There Winter freezes all beneath the Moon ! 


See India 8 Sons pant on the burning Sand, 315 


Once in an Age by cooling Zephyrs fann'd, _ 
While Northern Tribes, near either frigid Zone, 
F reeze in the Shade, and ſhiver | in the Sun! 

* Theſe changing Scenes, you ſay, revolve of Courſe, | 
* And Nature belps to bear their various F orce, 320 
" Or forms each Clan in its peculiar Mould, 


we or Heat the Negro, and the Swede for Cold.” 


Yet 


| L 22 J 

Yet grant that each is lle his native Land, 
This the bleak Mountain, That the burning Sand, 
| Suppoſe that each conceives, becauſe unknown, 32 5 
A happier Canaan no where than his own ; 
This argues not that Paradiſe i is there, 

That Morals never breath'd a milder Air; 
This only ſhews the wiſe Creator's Love, 


That each his guarded Climate may improve, 330 

That Nations may not paſs their Barrier-Line, 

And every Nero gain his dark Deſign. | 

— Thus all Content, their various Air eſteem, 
While Uſe or Nature ſoftens each Extreme. 
But ſtronger yet from outward Ils we plead, 3 3 5 
May Wiſdom guide us ev'ry Step we tread! 
See ev'n the Elements by Turns ſupply 

A Thouſand Cauſes why we groan and die ! 

Without a Track of Evil, Winds convey . 

Inſettious Fevers, wide from Sea to Sea! 3 40 

What Myriads oft have felt their Maker's Ire, 

In Plague, and Famine, Peſtilence, and Fire! 

By Sin what Horror thro' all Nations ran, 

When the great Deluge drown'd the Race of Man! 

Tux 
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Tux Fountains of the burſting Deep ariſe, 345 
And falling Rivers, join them from the Skies ! 
High o er their ev'ry Shore the Billows ride, 
And Monſters float on each tremendous Tide. 
Round the wide World incircling Waters roll! 
Now ſtares aghaſt--now heaves each ſinking Soul!350 
| Towns, Cities, Cedars, midſt the Ruin fall! 
And one huge liquid Grave incloſes all! 
There tumble Mountains, nor gigantic Pride 
Can ftand the Current of the ſweeping Tide, 
O ermoſs-grownTurrets crawlingReptilesſpread, 3 356 
Heav'd from the Center of old Ocean's Bed! 
Birds drop the Wing, beat down beneath the Flood, 
And Waves outroar the Rangers of the Wood ! 
All ſwallow Death, but thoſe with Noah ſpar d. 
And what the wat'ry Elements prepard. 360 


Theſe only wander d more at large around, 


Waves heav'd oer Hills, or buried under Ground! 

(In Iflands deep-emboſom'd, ſtill appear 

The Wrecks of Trees thoſe Iflands never bear, 

In Caverns lie by curious Pilgrims eyed, 365 

The Bones of conſtant Natives of the Tide !) 
„ But 


[a] 
But where flies Man !—ſome Hill remains his Hope, 
Till the Waves meet, and tearhim from its Top 
He ſeels inceſſant Show” rs above him ſhed 
From Clouds, {till burſting, on his naked Head 370 


See Millions borne upon the gen'ral Wave, 


All floating, plunging, ſinking in their Grave! 
Alas! was even hyman; Scene like this! 

A World of Sinners in the great Abyſs! 
O might we hope—and Love will ſtill permit—g7 5 83 
That Crowds repented—and with Abraham it; 

r W hat! can you dream that fuck could Mercy. end 
N o doubt for Mercy fill'd th' eternal Mind, 15 

Mauch more when floating Millions felt their Loſs, | 
Than when He chear'd rde upon the Croſs; 80 | 


Decctup we yet to prove by conſcious Fear, | 


That - Adam $ Sons have ſtarted from their Sphere. 


e War WM Audkceent ſtunn'd the gazing Crowd, 
When God Himſelf in Thunder ſpake aloud, 
When Sinak's Top with Glory flam'd around, 383 


And none could touch unhurt | its utmoſt Bound ! 


O'er- 
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O'er- power d, the trembling Knees could ſcarce 
reure, 

While God proclaim d his Law in facred Fire ! 
The Sons of Jacob ſought the Voice of Man, 

And from Fehoval's s Words affrighted ran! 390 
The Thund' rings roar d, the Light nings dal d 
7 abroad, 
And the with Tempeſt ſpoke the awful God! 
Thick Clouds of Smoke the Sheckinah conceal'd ! 
The Heav'ns reſounded, and the Mountain reed! 
Louder and louder grew the Trumpet's Sound, 395 
| Like that which yet ſhall wake the Nations round! 
So ſtrong, that Moſes trembled as he heard, 1 
And all the People for their Doom prepar'd, 
Some Mediator then his Grace beſtow'd, 
A Type of Chriſt, the future Son of God! 400 


Tuus Guilt and Fear, Death, Tempeſt, Heat and Cold, 
The ſtubborn Truth in ſtubborn Facts unfold, 
All preach i in Reaſon's Ear, the Fall of Man, 


Some wond'rous Change, ſince firſt the World began. 


D Is 


| EW 
Ir all Things then created good and fair, 405 
How elſe, or why, are all Things as they are? 
If“ Borgia, Cataline were foes to Hell, 
Then Plagues and Earthquakes ſure may do as well, 


In order to daſh the Front of Pride, which often tries to 
reaſon againſt Providence, Mr, Pope ſeems to daſh his Reaſon 
upon the Rock of Fate God, no Doubt, can bring Good out of 
ſpiritual as well as natural Evil, by—making either ſubſerve the 
Ends of his Juſtice ; but to ſay, that He © pours fierce Ambition 
in a Cæſar's Mind,” or is capable of doing it, conſiſtent with his 
| Holineſs, argues too ſtrong a Biaſs towards that Do&rine of De- 
vils, deduced from Auguftine's polemical Spleen againſt Pelagius's 
 Errors,.--If Mr. Pope did not lean too much towards CalAnifm, 
vhen he aſſerted without Limit, that © whatever is, is right;“ 
ve may ſafely maintain, that the Expreſſion is too broad for if 
God, according to his own Word, will puniſh the perſevering 
Workers of Iniquity, it is plain that He does not view all that 
is, as right. Indeed the Poet might be allowed a Latitude of 
Phraſe, unuſual to the Logician, or the rational Chriſtian, but 
none of his Admirers ſhould ſophiſticate ſo far, as to encourage, 
by kis Words, what they may cordially condemn in thoſe of 
Zanchius, Criſp, or Eliſha Cole, who were good Men, but bad 
Reaſoners.— Let it not be thought, that this Rebuke is the Off. 
ſpring of Prejudice or Envy againſt the brighteſt of our Poets 
or his Eilay on Man—that Piece, in particular, is moſt worthy 
of ſuch an Author: when we peruſe it, we are ſtruck with ſuch a 
peculiar, neat, plain and elegant Simplicity of Stile, ſuch un- 
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If Paſſions are the Elements of Life, 
« And all ſubſiſts by elemental Strife,” 410 
Come Rage and Tempeſt, Murder, * and Pride, 
Pour in upon us, each, a copious Tide! 
If ſuch are Bleſſings is our Reaſ'ning odd 
The Dev'l befriended Job much more than God, 
And Cromwell, wrongly damn'd to endleſs Fame, 415 
Spilt hallow'd Blood, but was not much to blame! 
How vain and needleſs thus to plead for Sin, 
Diſtreſs without, and Miſery within ! 
Had Difobedience never brought us Death, 
With all the various IIls we feel beneath, 420 


Would God, the ſpring of univerſal Love, 
Who bleſſes all around us, and above! 


Ds. Who 


paralleled Harmony and ſubſtantial Pathos attended ſo often 
with the moſt devout Strains of Piety, that nothing ſeems want- 
ing but a more perſpicious Diſplay of Evangelical Truths.—If 
this laſt Article ſhines through theſe Epiſtles, which were la- 
boriouſly deſigned for that Purpoſe, and penned with much 
Pleaſure on that Account, let the Critics do with the Compoſition, 
_ as ſeemeth good in their own Eyes,—i. e. The Author fears God 
more than the Authors of the Monthly Review, who have been 
ſo wiſe, and ſo good as to condemn this Piece, in toto. Vid. P. S. | 
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Who made no Lives, to plague them for his Sport, 


As Flies in Torment Children may divert! 

Would He, that form d us, place his Creatures 
here, ; 425 

To taſte ſuch Anguiſh, Torture and Deſpair, 

The Rage of Devils, Seaſons, Beaſts and Men, 
The Plagues of Paſſion, Avarice and Spleen !, 

I God produces Good from real Ill 
What Need to charge Him as the Author il ? 430 
All Nature at one View his Eye betrays, 

And paſt and future at a Glance ſurveys, 

Thus all is preſent, therefore all foreknown, | 

But moral Agents ſtill muſt chuſe alone, 

Unleſs we make Him Vice for Virtue ſeal, _ 

Or turn all Creatures—as we turn a Wheel! 

Thus ſee the Puniſher of Sin its Cauſe! 

And forming Millions to deſtroy his Laus! 

Hell too prepar'd to take the Rebels in, 

Now doom'd to burn, as once decreed to Sin! 440 
Strange Medley ! —Folly, Blaſphemy and Pride, 

To cenſure God, our own Defects to hide! 


or 


„ 

Or make his ſov'reign Attributes contend, 
His Pow'r to murder, and his Grace to mend 
That God, who feeds all Heaven with his Love, 445 
And calls us Mortals to their Joys above! 
Who gave his Son a Ranſom for us all, 

And thro all Nations ſends the gracious Call, 
« Come unto me, ye Seckers after Reſt, 


* Believe in me, and be for ever bleſt!” 450 


EN D of Ex1isTLis I. 
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"UCH Talk has been of God and more of Man 
Nor leſs of Nature, ſince the World began, 

On 2 and Virtue, Bards and Sages ſtill 

Eke out the Moral, whether good or ill. 

One gilded Virtue glows thro' all the Lyre, 5 


Yet ſerves no other Purpoſe than to tire— — 


But ſhould Temptation once the weak delude, 

Eternal Fire and Brimſtone is their Food! 

No Mercy, or Excuſe, for Man is found | 
From Man, the Tyrant of the World around! 10 ] 
Not ſo his gracious, tho offended God, J : 
Who ſhow'rs his gen'ral Bleſſings all abroad, | K 
Fills ev'n the Mouth that calls his Curſes down, | T 
The Wretch, that uſes all Things as his own ; 1 


Nor e' er upbraids, but bleſſes ſtill with more 1» 
The very Rebels He had bleſs'd before ! 10 
This 


1 
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This then we know Experience proves our Mind 
Unlike its God, unleſs He makes it kind, 


Till Grace Compaſſion brings, and melts us down, 
Io feel a Neighbour's Miſ 'ry as our own. 20 
gut had not Plato Light? —yes—Light to ſee 
Man was not ſomething he would have him be, 


Light from above to ſhew, whene'er purſued, 


That wretched Man was blind, and God was good; 


Much too He reaſon'd—much He darkly ſaw 25 
Of goſpel Virtue, evangelic Law. 


* Well, throw aſide his Droſs“— 19 we do— 


Were Plato living, would He ſport like you? 
Would not the ſearching Mind its God adore, 
And follow Socrates ſo faſt no more! 

A nobler Pattern would his Thoughts employ, 


Leſs ſhadowy Truths, and more ſubſtantial Jo ! 
How would the calmly—philoſophic Soul 


30 


Submit his Paſſions to divine Controul, 

Thro' Life, thro Death, his Saviour Track purſue, 35 
Till Heaven- s bright Glory burſted to his View ! 

15 You' Il own that Plato lives with Chriſt above, 


** Inthron'd in all the Harmony of Love! 


„ Then 


11 
Then why not follow Plato to the Skies, 
„or read Confucius to be good and wile ?” 49 | 


| The Reaſon's plain—you love the chearing Light, 

And leave to Owls the Shadows of the Night ; 

You would not, then, in fmaller Things be odd, 

Yet turn an Idiot in the Things of God! 

Look to your riſing Sun—the Grave ſurvey, 45 

Where, tir'd with Pain, the Patient Jeſus lay! 5 

Think on the Garden, where He wept and bled, 

Where Guardian-Angels rais'd His fainting Head! 

The Crols behold, whereon your Saviour died, 
With Limbs extended, and a ſtreaming Side ! 56 | 

—He groans—all Nature feels her ſuffering God! 

—He dies—the World may drop its guilty Load! 

Thus fled all dark myſterious Shades away, 

And the Dawn yielded to the perfect Day; 

Thus Chriſt our Sun with healing Beams aroſe, 55 

And died the Ranſom of a World of Foes ! N 

Thus Types and Prophecies at once were plain, 


No more obſcure were thoſe, nor theſe i in vain, 


Tne Gentile Nations now their God may ſee, 


No more confin'd to Jacob's Line than me 60 


He 


50 


le 
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He mark'd them from the World, his fav'rite Seed, 
Tho' more than others not to Heav'n decreed, 
But wiſely, kindly choſen for his own, 

To make his Wonders thro' the Nations known, 


F rom whom, Meſſiah promis d long, ſhould ſpring, 65 


The World's Redeemer, and Fudea's King! ! 


| The Law, in Types and Shadows, ſtrongly drew 


That ſaving Truth the rey'rend Patriarchs knew, 
The Prophets gradual Light from Heay' n beſtow'd, 
To uſher in the riſing Son of God; 70 =, 
As near and nearer ſtole the Time decreed, T 


Minuter ſtill each Circumſtance we read, 


Till John, the great Embaſſador of Heav- n TY 


Proclajm'd Repentance, and a World forgiv* n, 


„ Behold the Lamb of God the Baptiſt cried, 7 5 


And true to Herod * his Conſcience, died. 


Pauss then awhile—give Plato all his Due = 


But let the Man of Sorrows have it too— 


Behold Him rife !—back fly the Guards—the Stone 


Rolls oft—and Angels guard Him now alone— 80 
oe Aſtoniſh'd 


T2 
| Aftoniſh'd they behold their Maker riſe 

In human Fleſh—to enter thus the Skies! 
= To reign incarnate both as God and Man, 
That Heav'n and Earth may join in Praiſe again! 
AAAnd who ſpoke like Him, never Man before, 85 
Tho' guilty Athens felt her Sage's * Pow r! 
Tho' bold Demoſthenes the 'Grecians fir d. 
And Rome her brilliant Cicero admir'd ! 
Immanuel's Look ſome heav'nly Meſſage brings! ! 
Attention ſat upon the Brow of Kings ! 
He fpake—and lo! the very Word convey'd 
New Life or Death, as ſlighted or obey'd ! 
Clear, eaſy, full, his Periods roll'd along, 


Conciſe and ſweet as Honey from his Tongue! 


go 


The ſtubborn fear'd Him, and the proud abhorr'd,g5 
The conſcious Sinner trembled and ador'd : 

Alike appear'd his Glory from above 

In awful Majeſty, and melting Love! 

As much when twice He purg' d his Father's Skrine, 
As when he wept o'er Iſrael's ſinking Line! 10 
Crowds hung upon the Charmer's Voice to hear 
The gracious Words, that touch'd their outwardEar; 


The 


* Socrates, 
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The Dead diſcern'd it from the Voice of Man, 

Believing Lazars danc'd, and Cripples ran, 

TheDumb, the Blind purſu'd Him in the Throng, 105 
To theſe He ſoon gave Eyes, to thoſe a Tongue ! 

| Himſelf as God He preach'd, and prov'd it ſure 

By the kind Wonders of immediate Pow r, 

That ev'n his Foes, with bluſhing Rage oppreſt, 

Proclaim'd the painful Plaudit of their Breaſt! 1 10 
Divine his Doctrine, tho diſcern'd by few, 

Becauſe the reſt rejected what they knew. 

Had Plato liv'd, his glorious Works to ſee, 


Or bear his Wiſdom, would He judge like Thee ? 
N ay—would not Socrates his Genius find, 115 


And own the Mover of his God-like Mind! 
But ſtill freſh Doubts ariſe—you fain would know, 
* Why Chriſt ſhould ſuffer thus a World of Woe | 7 
* If moral Light from Jeſus will ſuffice, 
* Why did the Saviour pay ſo dear a Price ? 120 
© Or why, if fo much Merit in his Blood, 
Did he not live and die before the Flood b 
The precious Current of his Mercy ran 
For all, from Adam to the lateſt Man; 

| E 2 "Exc. 
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EreEarth's Foundations ſhew d the Pow rof God, 129 
His Love deſign d for all the cleanſing Blood, 
And thoſe, wholiv'd by Faith and not by Sight, 

As ſure as Enoch walk with God in white ; 

| Whoſe meek Obedience prov'd his filial Fear, 
This Man was bleſs d, tho' perſecuted here, 150 p 

Tho' nought He knew of God's primeval Plan, 7 

Or why the Maker lov'd his Creature, Man. 

A Thouſand Years as Ages rack our Thought, 

But God regards them as a Thing of Nought, 
And every trembling Penitent He ſees =; 135 ; 
From firſt to laſt, and loves with equal Eaſe: . 

That moral Light, the Law inſcrib'd within, 


Was lent to lead the Heathen World from Sin, 


This ſollow'd, Chriſt they follow'd in his Love, 
Tho Light on us ſhines clearer from above. 140 
And this not follow'd, each Apoſtate fell, 
As we may too, tho' deeper into Hell! 

But he, that leaſt in Self-dependance trod, 
Or Jew, or Gentle, knew the moſt of God, 
Yet none e er could, or ever can be bleſs . 


By Light divine alone within the Breaſt, 


Tho' 


1 
Tbo' join'd with Jefus Sufferings on the Croſs, 
No yielding Soul could ever feel its Loſs; 

* Thus was his Death delign'd alike for all, 
Nor one poor? Sinner left to curſe the F all ; 150 
His Spirit too was waiting {till to lead 
Eternal Beings to their Fountain-head, 
| His purchas'd Gift for all in every Age, 

The great Inſpirer of the ſacred Page! ; 

O!] had He never bled for—me and you, 155 

Or purchas'd Grace to prove the Record true, 

With Hearts unbroken—ſenſeleſs as the Clod— 

Ne'er had We known the Mercy of a God, 

Nor could the Weight of Sin, or Love divine, 

Be felt ſo deeply, or ſo ſtrongly ſhine! 160 

God thus a Ranſom found for ſinful Man, 

And this alone was ever Mercy" s Plan, 

No other Way, no other Name is giv'n, 

In vain we other ek in Earih or Heavy 'n! 

And ſome Atonement—reaſon how you will— 168 

If God be :juſt—muſt plead for moral Ill — 
5 . That 

* And that ſame Light on all the World beſtow'd, 
or more or leſs, may ſhew from whence it flow'd, 


If ſacred kept within, 'twill point on high, 
Like Pethlem's Star, to Jeſus in the Sky! 
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That Ill, which Conſcience ſtrives in vain to hide, 
While bluſhing Mem'ry marks our guilty Pride, 
Again, our own no Virtues we can call, 

The Praiſe belongs toHim who wrought emal, 170 
No Wages, Thanks, or Pardon then is due, 
F or what was neither taught by me nor you. 
Ceaſe then, proud Man! thy only Help receive, 
| The ſure and only Help that Heav'n will give? 

Nay, inſtant down before his Footſtool fall, 17 5 
And bleſs the F riend, who ſuffer'd once for all ! 
Tis done !—and when to Thee it matters not, 
What Time thy Pardon, at what Place was bought, 
Receive it now—as free 'tis for Thee now, 
-- Ab *rwns for Fob Three Thouſand Years ago; 180 
Leave Times and Seaſons and Deſigns to God, 
'Tis well for us He holds not out the Rod, 
Nor aught the ſooner would our Hearts improve, 


Were all his Wiſdom known before his Love. 


Bur, ſpite of Sophiſtry, We ſtill muſt own, 185 
Jo much of God by all is clearly known, 


As 


191 
As well might lead them on, by ſafe Degrees, 
To actual pleaſing from the Wiſh to pleaſe; 
Few, from the Birth keep Joſe eph's $ watchful Eye. 
| Tho' all have freely had it from on high, 190 


For ever wide Salvation' s Fountain runs, 


And he that ſhuns! it, at his Peril ſhuns; 


More good is plac d in Man than Zealots dream, 
: Tho- Stoics are more ſinful than they ſeem : 


A kindling Spark of univerſal Grace 


295 
F rom Heav'n illuminates the human Race, N 

Dawns from our Childhood, ſhews us good from 18, 
Firſt ſways our Reaſon, then commands our Will, 
Compells each Infant ſo our Smiles to gain, 
That ev'n Diogenes ſhall frown in vain, 


And leads it on a pious Fear to know, 


200 


By filial Awe to > Parents here below. 

— What ſtrikes pale Macbeth /—Pity drops a Tear 

To ſee the Wretch diſtracted with his Fear, 

Lo, Conſcience bids him [pare een «Life! 258 

He half obeys it —but, in comes his Wife — 

Nay, ſtill he ſtaggers, ere he hears the Bell, 
Then drops the feeble Urife, and joins with Hell. 


How 
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How oft till Habit chains us down to Sin, 


Would human Spirits ſoar to Heights divine! 210 


How ealy loſt, cho griev'd to leave us ſtill, 
The God, that waits to bend us to his Will, 
Waits till we feel—when Mercy ſtoops in vain— 
The Bl of Duty from Rebellion's Pam ! 
—Again, what moves our Kindneſs in Diſtreſs ? 21 5 
We find it oft our Element to bleſs, 
The falling Tear we ſtrive in vain to hide, 
The Sigh will heave for Lazars at our Side, 
_ Shylock himſelf ſhall then be gracious too, 
For once the kind Samaritan purſue! 220 
Nor then does Reaſon know, or want to prove 1 3 
How, why, or whence this Agony of Love, 
O' ercome by ſome ſtrange Impulſe in the Mind, 
We feel it almoſt Torture to be Kind; 
And were not thus the ſov'reign Lord of all 
To force at Times our Nature ſince the Fall, 225 
Self-Love would wrap each human Heart in Steel, 
And Youth itſelf forget its Forte—to feel— 
| Unpitied Man would live, unpitied die, 
Without a Friend to help him with a Sigh! 230 
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Our Streets and Fields, like Hoſpitals, o'erfpread * 
With Heaps of Wretches, half alive or dead ? 
The weak be trampled, and Confuſion hurl'd 
Thro' the wild Chaos of a lawleſs World ! 
Divine Benevolence, diſplay the Shield, 235 
And let all Creatures to thy Scepter yield! 


O ſway us ever by thy ſoftening Pow'r, | 
And thus the Image of our God reſtore! 
How burn our Hearts, by the quick Tear betray " 
To ſee young Scipio yield the captive Maid! 240 
Or Arxiſtides rule the State in Peace! 
Or the good Cimon bleſs the Poor of Greece 
When Numa, ſorc'd by Kindneſs from his Fields, 
To Rome's Requeſt with meek ReluQance yields, | | 
Our Hearts proclaim him King—We bear along245 
The virtuous s Monarch thro' the ſhouting Throng ! 5 
But when we view him full of Patriot-care, 
| In Manners limple, and of Soul lincere, 
Reducing Order firſt thro' all Degrees, 
And ruling all wich Dignity and Eaſe ; ; 250 
When we behold him humbly mount the Throne, 


0 Procur'd by Rome's Ambition, not his own, 


* Without 


11 
Without à Guard beſides his God- like Zeal! i 
Without a Wiſh but for the public Weal! 


In Numa's Praiſe our ev'ry Paſſion ſprings, 235 
A Pattern both for Subjects and for * * 


"How x oft, my — has this Charm of Grace 5 


Drawn out our Souls to Hunger's meagre Race 1 

| How prone is Youth (unhackney d) to redreſs 

All that appear in Anguiſh or Diſtreſs! 260 
Again — what Beamings of the eternal Mind 
Have led us oft to leave the World behind, 

To trace Exiſtence thro' ſome Space unknown, 
And call a ſtrange Eternity our own, 


Nor could the Force of Objects, ſeen or heard, 265 


Annul this Something which we hop'dand ſear dd 


Whence then th' Idea, fix d in ev ry Brain, 


That after Death we Somewhere live again ? 


Why think we—and the Thought can neer be 


drown'd— 


That God's broad Eye ſurveys Creation round ? 270 
Whence then, ifnot fromHeav'n, ſuchLight beſtow d, | 


As thus to trace ch. Immenſity of God, 


Fee! 
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Feel Him our Foe in groſs enormous Ill, 


And ſomehow pleas'd with ſocial Virtue ſtill ? 
'Tis plain—fince ſuch the rooted Thoughts of all 275 


Some heav'nly Ray has reach'd us ſince the Fall, 


And yet too cold within our Breaſt it lies, 


8 Unleſs by Pray'r we fan it to the Skies; 


Thus each may find, this univerſal Ray 


Spring up thro Midnight to eternal Day, 280 


Till the whole Godhead bounds it every Way ) 


Tao from each Infant 8 Paſſions we may trace 
Some prior Lapſe of all the human Race, 
Tho' diff rent Humours from the Cradle fly, 
This Child i is ſullen, chat perverſe or ſly; 285 
Yet ſo much Love, Simplicity and Truth 


Shine thro' the Circle of ingenuous Youth, 


That all, who will but ſee it, may behold | 


Their Offspring faſhion d from an heav'nly Mould ; 


What makes the Manners of a Child engage, 290 


Rough, ative Manhood and experienc'd Age, 

See God-like Heclor bleſs his darling Son, 

And beg the Gods to claim him for their own ! 

: F 2 Why 


E003 


Why curſe we Herod's Mem'ry once a Year, 


Why ſtarts for Innocents the mournful Tear! 295 


Nay, wrong not Infants, turn and think you lee 
Their Saviour point chro them at you and me; 
Here, earn of theſe — except you ſuch become, 


« In no wiſe hope to reach my Father's Home !” 


He ſaid—and took them in his Arms, and preſs d 300 


The ſmiling Patterns to his gracious Breaſt ! 


O rx x not Zeal, my Friend, disfigure Truth, 

The God that made us, bleſs d us from our Youth, 

Let ſubtle Caſuiſts ſtill diſpute the rag, 

Wife let us reaſon, as we wiſh to af, 306 

How foon the tender Mind is drawn aſide 

By Parents, fill'd with Paſſion or with Pride! 

How quick we catch their Look, their ev'ry Turn, 

TheirWords and Athons and their Reaſoning learn! 
If theſe amiſs, what Wonder if the Child 310 

Ol ſome fierce Tarqun is not meek or mild! 
Perhaps our Organs too a TinQture take 

From ſome peculiar Humour in their Make, 

Which 
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Which, flowing down from Ages paſt and gone, 


Has biaſs'd Nature wrong from Son to Son! 313 
Thus oft a Line of Rakes or Tyrants view, 

Or ſlothful Sluggards, prone to ſomething new, 

Or human Waſps, for ever on the Fret, | 
With nothing pleas'd but what they cannot get! 

Oft may we argue juſtly from © the Breed,” 320 
Yet this no Plea for Sinners that ſucceed, 
Since Heav'n ſtill liſtens to their earneſt Pray'r, 
And their bleſs'd Angels keep them from Deſpair. 
But is not this Child croſs, that void of good 
One graſps at Fire, another loaths his Food? 325 
1 What various ſigns of III, at School and Play, 
A Heart corrupt in Infancy betray ?” 

Such ſtrange Effects, tis true, we plainly ſee, 

But ſearch their Cauſes—then we both agree— 

Is Nature wrong to ſeek what ſuits her beſt ? 330 
This wayward Child wants Health, and that theBreaft-- 
The Fire will burn, but Infants catch the Light, 


oo young to reaſon merely from the Sight 


Their 


1 _—_— ot ** 
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Their Tricks and Humours both at Play and School, . 


May leave us gueſs, but from no certain — 335 


Like the wild Aſſes's Colt we Life begin, 


us free from human Art as actual Sin, 


Not knowing what to take, or what refuſe, 


'Till due Experience teaches how to chuſe ; 


Long weare crawling thro material Night, 


'Ere Thought perceives the deep incarnateLight, 340 ; 


Ere beaming Reaſon gilds the human Clod, 


And points * thro' Nature up to Nature's God: 


This outward World, a Bridge to lead us hence, 
Expands the Wiſh, and catches every Senſe, 


Still Days and Years new Beautics make or ſhew, 345 


Each Object ſtrengthens as our Paſſions grow, 


Till wearied out with Changes, ſhort and mean, 


They faint and ficken at each human Scene, 


Then tries the Soul to ken thro' Walls of Clay, 


And ſtreich its Proſpe& to an endleſs Day; 350 
Hope 


| What is ſaid here, does not contradi& what is ſaid in Page 


16—the Author in this Page, would only prevent the Drawing 
of poſitive Concluſions from uncertain Premiſes, while there are 
_ other Premiſes, more clear and bxed. 


191 
Hope now uplifts the Thought to Worlds on high, 
Above yon ſpangled Curtain of the Sky, 
Where Hoſts of Angels Hallelujah's raiſe, 


In mutual Concord, and eternal Praiſe ! | 
Here dawns Religion—thus we ſoon begin 335 
| To ſee at laſt an heav'nly Light within, 5 
That Light, which centred in our Darkneſs ſnone, 
Till now unheeded, to ourſelves unknown ; 
The Way to God we ſeek—nor ſeek in vain, 
| The Goſpel points us to the Saviour lain. 0 360 
We read—ve hunger ſtill his Peace to prove, 
And taſte the Fulneſs of unbounded Love! 
Our Progreſs thus by flow Degrees we trace 
From Nature's Twilight to eſtabliſh'd Grace. 
But, when fond Parents mark the Shape alone, 365 
Caught with exterior Beauties like their own! 
When Infant-Minds, untaught to think aright. 
0 Are left to judge of all Things by the Sight, 
e They ſoon muſt follow what they ſoon admire, 
The Crimes or Frailties of their wiſer Sire: 370 
Unſkill'd in Life, they think what Fathers do, 
Their Children ſarely muſt, or may, purſue; 


Thus 
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Thus blind Indulgence, or Neglect of Youth, 


Corrupte, and turns them from the Paths of Truth, 
Or makes them ſtubborn, covetous or vain, 375 
As mere Self-will or Fancy rules the Brain, 
No Wonder then, if Children, born to yield, 
Should err, whene'er they're Maſters of the Field! 
If thoſe, deſign'd to liſten and ſubmit, 19 
ProveTyrants, when we leave them to theirWit! 380 
And this in tender Age expect to find, 
; Unleſs Diſcretion bends the pliant Mind, 


So many a Twig, untutor'd, ſoon you we - 


A Dwarf, or crooked Monſter of a Tree. — 


' You love, no Doubt, the Darling of yourtHeari 3 5 


But only long to ſee him * fair and ſmart,” 


Or elſe in Greek and Latin to excell, 2 


And hide the bleſſed Art of living well; 
This ſeems forgot—and if the Youth is . N 
1 O this i is incident to ev'ry Child!“ 390 


1 f headftrong Paſſions bear him on thro Life, 


You care not ſtill—“ for when he has a Wife, 


He muſt grow wiſer in Affliction's School“ 


In ſhort he may be all Things—but a Fool. — 


1 
A Fool Why, can't you Uſe your Ears and 
Eyes ? 


395 
our Boy's a Fribble—how can fuch be wiſe? 
For as to Sentiment, you taught. him none 
That makes a . — „Cyrus was but one — 


Yet each may learn, tho not Cambyſſes Son. 
Thus partial Dulneſs or Affedtion ſtrives 


400 
To hide the Blots or Baſeneſs of our Livews 
Some ſooth their Conſcience with a ſtrange Decree ? ; 


66 If my dear Infant s damn 'd—what' 8 chat to me © 2 


" Share now he muſt the Lott ry of us all, 


10 Decreed for Heav'n or Hell before the Fall! Z 405 
A Tho' Adam damn'd all Multitudes of Men, 


* And now not one can turn to God again! 


Unleſs of old elected from the reſt, 
© For all are Sinners nor are Saints the beſt! 
- «My 


Line 40g.—St. Paul ſpeaking of God, ſays—“ Who would 
have all Men to be ſaved, and to come to the Knowledge of the 
Truth” —and, ſpeaking of Chriſt, he ſays, * Who gave him- 
ſelf a Ranſom for all © —7; ur x 3895 es“ — foreſeeing, per- 
haps, that this Doctrine would begin to be diſputed three or 
four Centuries after his Death for who, beſides the Jews and 


Infidel Heathens, doubted it, before Auguſtine uſed his logical 
Wane _ R 


A 
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« My Child will come, if call'd by ſaving Grace, 40 
If not—he'll go, like Judas, to his Place! 

C Suppoſe he grows in Sin, 'tis Nature's Bent— 

When his Time comes, he cannot but repent— 

ce Before this Call, or ſhould i it ne er begin, 

His Alms and Tears are ſo much folendid Sin! 415 
If doom'd to Hell—what need of human Skill— — 
„He'll burn in Flames—let both do what we vill T“ 
Fail, thou kind Parent! Hail thou ſweet Divine! 
| Whoſe Love or Logic can compare with thine ! 

But ſome blind Bigot let me ſill be thought, $20 


I bold not Reaſon as a Thing of Nought, 


Her Light and Influence ſerve me ill to prove 
That all means every one, and God is Love, 
That ſome bleſs'd Seed, in human Hearts prepar d, 
May lead them onward to their full Reward, 42; 
By due Improvement may, thro' promis'd Grace, 7 
: Bear up to Glory the whole human Race. 9 
How ſoon expand our Bowels free to all, 
When none, we know, need fink beneath * Fall. 
Some ſocial Hope, by feeling underſtood, 430 
Supports our Aim for univerſal Good, 


Spreads 


. 


30 


ds 


„ 
Spreads thro' our Hearts, unites us to our Foes, 


Takes in a World, and ſtill Progreſive flows! 


Yer gradual ſhines on all the Light of Heay' n, 


However named, or whenſoever | givin! 435 


For Want of this, abiding or increas'd, 


Man is but little better than a Beaft, 


Without it, Life i is comfortleſs or vain, 


And Death—an Horror racking to the Brain! ! 


Line 4ag>—Parhaps what the beſt Henthans called Regfn, and 


Solomon Miſdom, St. Paul Grace, and St. John Rzyhteoufneſs or 


Love, Luther Faith, and Fenelon Virtue, may be only different 


Phraſes for one and the ſelf-ſame Bleſſing, viz. The Light of 
— Chriſt ſhining in different Degrees under different Diſpenſations. 
Why then ſo many Words, and fo little Charity—exerciſed 


among Chriſtians, about the particular Term of a Truth, experi- 
enced (more or leſs) by all righteous Men ? 


END of ErISsTII II. 
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+$OSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOS 


EPISTLE Ul. 


TS Man a Riddle, or the Jeſt of Heavn? 
- ® You look not where his CharaQter is giv'n— 
The Word of Life his genuine Picture draws, 
And give to ev'ry Att its proper Cauſe ;_ 
 Thro' Fancy's Glaſs we view ourſelves awry, 5 = 
And every Trifle turns our jaundic'd Eye ; 
Now Man appears a Beaſt, and now a God, 
As Vice or F onunc Goks, or {wells the Clod ! 
This noble Lord turns Patriot out of Spite, 
. That deems Religion politic and right, 10 
Pride, Luſt or Anger haunts them to their Den, 
And there we ſee them ſomething leſs than Men. 
Thus jarring Paſſions, contrary and ſtrong, 
Bear the weak Stubble of the Mind along, 
Confound the Senſes, Reaſon turn altray, 15 
And pleaſe and tire a thouſand Times a Day ; 


'Till 


[8] 

Till cool Reflection, Harbinger of Grace! 

From ſome bleſs'd Accident demands its Place, 
Till, ſpent with all his mental Whirlwind's Roar, 
Blind Nature rages, and reſolves no more. 20 

Man then a Sinner ſtands, by Reaſon's Rule. 

No more a God, or Monker Beaſt, or Fool, 

His State conſeſs d, his Character is known, 

A Saint with Grace, a Sinner when alone, 

Like Ange, when in Union with their God, 6 

In Sin a Devil, or rebellious Clod, 

With Faith, Partaker of celeſtial Love, 
Without i it, ſtript of ev'ry Joy above, 

Leſt to fimſelf, a reſtleſs Pilgrim ſtill, 

Without one loathing Senſe of moral Ill! 
T hro' Jeſus all Things may by Man be done, 
The Race grows ealy, and the Battle's won! 

With him we gladly die, by Torture torn, 

Without him Ridicule can ſcarce be dorne : 

Thus eaſy Cranmer dreads, for Safety's Sake, 33 

An abſent Pope or triumphs at the Stake! 

Whene' er our Hearts their due Obedience yield, 


Chriſt proves our Joy, our Wilgom and our Sh, eld, 
In 
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In Youth our Captain, and our Strength in Age, 


Our Rock to ſhade us in each weary Stage, 40 


Till Death reſigns us to the Realms above, 


Rapt to the Center of redeeming Love! 


IN vain we blindly, comfortleſs deſcend 


| To learn of Man his Nature or his End, 
Whence here he came, or whither hence ſhall go, 45 


His one, great Buſineſs, or his State below; 


Ingenious Wit may ſtretch her curious Line, 


To meaſure all Things, human and divine, 5 
May break, or build, a Syſtem i in a Trice, 

And join the Extremes of Virtue and of Vice, 50 | 
May ſtride, triuwphant, o 'er this ſtupid Clod, 6 


And ſtring all Creatares i in a Line to God, 

May ſubtly ſpin all Matter into Soul, 

Or into ther back reſolve the Whole, 
Experience ſtill, not metaphy ſic Pride, 55 
In Life and Ethics muſt our Doubts decide; 
5 . 


Line 47.—Conjecture may lead us into Frror, but cannot aſ- 
eertain the Reaſon and Nature, even of ſublu vy Things; it is 


wile therefore in all probable Gueſſes, tio make them only as a 
Ladder, whereby we may aſcend in Aloration to the wonder- 


ful Creator, whoſe Ways are paſt finding out! 
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Thus let the learned laſh the Air in vain, 
We know our Reaſon cannot be our Brain, 
That moral Ill is not ev'n Virtue's Shade, 
Tho' near alike to each Extreme they fade. 60 
And where is Happineſs you next enquire, 
That Pearl we covet with ſuch fierce Deſire ! 
All think they daily with her Laws agree, 
From Heads of Kingdoms down to you and me, 
From Age grey-headed, with Experience bleſs'd, 65 , 
To Infants, toothleſs, driv'ling on the Breaſt ! 
The Miſer plays delighted with his Duſt,“ 
The Child eyes Pebbles with an equal Guſt, 
The Soldier laughs at Eaſe, to compaſs Fame, 
We, Poets, hunt—* the Whiſtling of a Name,” 76 
The Juſtice, pleas'd with Plenty at his Board, 
Vows that ſuch Blockheads only Mirth afford, 
The flaming Patriot mounts above them all, 
Tranſported ſtill to riſe as others fall ! 
The Linguiſt, big with Words, from Babel brought, 75 
Makes up in Letters what he wants in Thought, 
_ Stands 


Line 61 Varro reckons up two . and Eighty-cigh 
* on Har 


1981 


Stands high aloſt in claſſic Air, and deigns 

To view Mankind below him on the Plains, 
With Rapture turns about, in Proſe and Verſe, 
From Greek to Arabic, from that to Erſe a 80 
: The Scrent! ific Sage, more deeply read, 


5 Approves the wiſeſt Knowledge of the Head, 


Condemns the letter'd Fool, as lead aſtray, 
And deals in Things leſs ſubject to decay! 
What ſober Pleaſure grows on either Hand, 88 
While Aris and Sciences their Wealth expand! 
While Air and ther nicely he divides, 
Meaſures the Moon, * balances the Tides | / 
| Thro' F. orce of Logic with himſelf diſputes, 
Tries ev'ry Side, affirms—and then confutes, 90 
Or, ſwell'd with Riel rick, leaps the Bound of ran. 
And ſteals with Anthony each feeling Heart; 

Or. vers'd in Ethics, ſplits the very Or, 

That lies between Anxiety and Care, 
Or elſe, in metaphrfic Lore acute, 95 
Diſcerns the ſimple Eſſence of a Brute! 
Thus each purſues, Intent, his ſov' reign Weal, 


The Fox his Goole, the Greenlander his Seal ! 1 
Bur 


11 

Bur moſt miſtake, as ſhun, their common Bliſs, 

Each would be happy, but his Aim amiſs, 100 
Without extends his Proſpe& and Purſuit, 
* Far as the Eye can reach, or Fancy ſhoot,” 
Till wearied out with Vanity or Sin, 
Reflection leads him to the God within; 3 
Here Happineſs begins, and here the Strife 105 
Tvixt Nature ſickening and celeſtial Life, 5 
Hence riſe afflictions, ne' er till now our own, 
The Joy myſterious, and the Grief unknown, 


No Foes can ſtop our Paſſage to the Skies, 


| | While Fauk's bright Viſion draws our watchful 


Eyes, 110 
Tho Satan points his blunted A0 ſtill, 
Supported Nature feels, and fears no III, 
But cas'd in God's whole Armour, at his Call 


Diſſolves in Peace, and triumphs over all. 


o wouLD the World be thus divinely bleſs'd, 115 
Here turn your Eyes, ye Seckers after Reſt! 
The Things, that periſh while we uſe, may give 
Some ſmall and tranſient Pleaſure while we live. 

H But, 


11 
But, after Death, in diſtant Worlds ſurvey 
Your purchas'd Bliſs thro” one eternal Day, 120 

Of which an Evidence you here may ſee, 
| Of which an Earneſt waits on you and me. 

% Rapt into future Times, the Bard ſhall fing” 
And praiſe all Nature's univerſal King! 

Lo! Soon ſhall come what Prophecy foretold—12g. 
No fancied Dream, nor fabled Age of Gold— 
No ſtrange Elyſium in the Shades below— 

Nor mere Exemption from the ſtroke of Woe— 

No carnal Paradiſe for Rakes deſign d 

| The baſe Deluſion of Makomed's Mind! 10 

Far other Scenes, ſublimer Joys attend 

The Saints, who take Meſſiah for their Friend! 
EU . A 

Lines 121 and 122—Heb. xi. 1. and Epheſ. i. 14. 

Line 125, &cIſaia h, and the Revelations, and many emi- 
nent Divines, in their Comments, may incline us to plead for a 
Millenium of this Kind, and Mr. Pope ſeems to glance thereat in 
his Meſtal, tho“ Lowman and others have plaulibly differed in 
their Sentiments about it—However, the Thought affords an am- 
ple Field for our Imagination—and does not the Idea of a gene- 
ral Repeal of all Nature's harſh Laws (impoſed at firſt to puniſh 
us for our Apoſtacy) fill the Mind with the moſt humble Grati- 
tude to that benevolent Being, whoſe tender Mercy is, indeed, over 


all his Works, tho“ at preſent we ſee neicher the Heighth nor 
Depth of the Love of God. 


Low] 
A thouſand Years the peaceful King ſhall reign, 
And the wide World in perfect Peace remain, 
No noxious Weed ſhall grow, or poiſ nous Tree, 135 
Nor Element diſturb the Earth or Sea ; 
The Air ſhall breathe the Balm of Spring around, 
And Fruits ſpontaneous load the genial Ground, 
: Perpetual Flow'rs thro' all the Year ſhall bloom, 
Nor loſe their Beauty, or their ſweet Perfume, 140 
No more the Land ſhall move, nor Baltic roar, 
For Storms and Earthquakes ſhall be heard no more, 
Vefuvius, Ana ſnall no longer boil, 
And heave their Burdens on the neighb' ring Soil, 
No more pale Light" nings flaſh us into Fear, _—— 45 ; 
Nor rumbling Thunder burſt upon the Ear, 
Nor Comets blaze along the burning Sky, 
To draw in Pain the aſtrologic Eye! 
No more Heat ſeizes on the lazy Blood, 
Nor biting Froſt congeals the purple Flood : 160 
Ice, Hail, and Snow, Miſt, Vapour, Sleet and Rain 
No more moleſt the Traveller again 
All Nature's Face is chang'd, and Night and Day 
Perpetual Peace and Harmony diſplay, 
H 2 The 
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The Sun a gentle Influence ſheds around, 155 
Chearscv'ry Heart, and warms the breathing Grounds 
The Moon, ſurrounded with her ſparkling Train, 
Bids the ſoft Night confeſs her filent Reign, 
Then Slcep o'er ev'ry Eye-lid drops her Balm, 


In open Air all reſt ſecure and calm, 160 


Man, unſuſpicicus, midſt the Foreſt lies, 
His Bed the Graſs, his Canopy the Skies; 
No more he Dreams of ſtraining up the Steep, 
Tumbling down Hills, or plunging in the Deep, 
Nor pants thro* Briars, or ſome ſinking Fen, 165 
Purſued by Hags or Goblins, Beaſts or Men, | 
Or driv'n to act the Sin his Soul abhors, 

The Sport of Satan's dark infernal Pow'rs! 

No peaceful Slumbers o'er his Senſes ſpread, 

And Kindred-Angels hymn around his Head! 170 
Forgot the Tyrant's Frown, the Friend's Deceit, 

The Beggar's Miſ'ry, and the Thorns of State, 
The Groans of Grief that piere d to Heay' n above, 


The Sighs of injur'd Innocence and Love! 


So chain d with Satan, Vice and all her Train, 175 


T hat ev'n her Mem'ry tempts us now in vain ! 


Forgot 
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Forgot Oppreſſion's Scourge, the Bigot's Zeal, 


The various aching Pains we us'd to feel, 

No more the Slave beneath his Burden bends, 
Here ſuffering Nature's Toil for ever ends! 180 
Sec, ev'ry Soul Meſſiah's Laws obey, 

And Myriads gladly own his gentle Sway, 

O' er all the Earth extends the Saviour's Reign, 
As Waves wide ſpreading oer the boundleſs Main, 
Joy ſwells the Breaſt, Complacence ſmooths the 

_ e 185 
And bitt'reſt Foes embrace each other now, 5 
| Drawn to one central Union all combine, 
And Love deſcends to human from divine, 8 
Link d in one Chain, the heav'nly Magnet draws 
A World together to adore its Cauſe ! an 190 
One Will, one Soul direQs, informs alone, 
From the leaſt Saint to Gabriel near the Throne! 
No Gifts exalt, no Ilereſts divide, 1 

No Cauſe for Envy, Murmuring or Pride, 

Each ſtill receives what Heav'n allots his Share, 19 5 


More than his Due, as much as he can bear; 3 
All 
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All Names, forgot. one Nature more or leſs, 


Spreads thro' all Life, and teaches all to bleſs. 


How fair an Emblem this of Heav'n above, 


Where ev ry Eye ſhall ſpeak pervading Love, 200 


Where Saints and Angels round the Throne adore, 


For ever bleſs d. and bleſſing evermore! 
The Flame of Glory thro' all Nature glows! 
The Stream of Bliſs thro' all Creation flows! 


Faith, loſt in Viſion, drops her ſhadowy Veil, 205 


Hope ſinks, where Love for ever now ſhall fail, : 
The Lamb's internal Fullneſs burſts abroad, 


And thro' all Being burns the triune God; 5 


That God whoſe Beamings thro' all Life we trace, 
The Friend and Father of the human Race! 210 
Whoſe Hand firſt form'd thoſe Orbs we ſee around, 
And the vaſt Engine of Creation wound, 


ho balanc'd in his Palms thoſe Globes of Light, 


+ And bowl d them flaming thro profoundeſt Night, 


I gild the Boſom of yon Heighth ſupreme, 215 
Zach in his Socket fix'd, a glitt ring Gem! 


„ Whoſe 


Line 211 t9 218 From Young's Night Thoughts, 


ſe 
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„ Whole under fill the Mind with more amaze 


«© Than Sparks of populous Cities in a Blaze !” 


_ Cour then, my Friend, with borrow'd Ardor riſe, 


Nor live confin'd beneath the tranſient Skies! 220 


Faith reaches down the Bliſs we dare implore, 
| While Hope ſtill points to Happineſs be fore! 

Soon ſhall our Veſlel reach the peaceful Coaſt, 

By all the Winds of Life no longer tolt, 

Safe from the Gulph of Luſt, where Fools abide, 225 

5 The Storms of Paſſion, and the Rocks of Pride, 

The ſecret Sands of Avarice and Prai aſe, 
The F ogs, which Envy never fails to raiſe! 


Soon ſhall we land on yon celeſtial Shore, 
And fee the God we only lov'd before, 220 
Who ſteer d us ſafely thro', bimſelf to hail, 

His Word the Compaſs, and his Grace the Sail ! 


O let us preſs, unwearied ſtill purſue 


The Prize of Life, and keep i it in our View! ! 


Sufficient ſtill for us, my Friend, to feel 235 


An humble Spirit, an obedient Zeal, 


The 


641 


The Peace of Palience, and the Joy of Praiſe, 
A Saviour's Preſence {till in all our Ways, 


A Scripture God of univerſal Love, 


As kind to all below as all above! 240 


O let us end our fruitleſs Search for Truth 
 Thro' all the Mazes of preſumptuous Youth, 
Hence let us blindly wander leſs abroad, 


To trace ourſelves, or picture out a God, 


Within our Taſk ſhould end, our Wit begin, 245 


The Heart his Temple, or a Sink of Sin, 
This eaſy, full Divinity we learn, 


A Child may reach 1 it, and a F ool diſcern. 


To ſeek the Love of God, wad Good of Man, 


Be this our Aim, for ever this our Plan ! - $g0- 
Let others haunt the philoſophic Cell, 5 
Where Reaſon's Vot'ries, void of Comfort, dwell, 
85 VV Wich 
Line 2g7—Praiſe in this Verſe means the Adoration of God, 


Cin V. 227, it fignified the Praiſe of Men. 


Line 240—This is ſtrictly true, if the wilſul Rebellion of 
Sinners is put into one Scale, and the willing Obedience of 
Angels into another. BE 5 


Line 251—The following Summary, with what has been 
faid before, on Philoſophy, Baptiſm, Form, the Arts and Sciences, 
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With Eyes attentive ſtill on Plato's Shade, 
While Truths illuſtrious in Anigmas fade, 
Where Speculation turns her dizzy Wheel, 255 
With Wit to plan, but wanting Warmth to feel; | 
Let Rabbies too their Pedigree pretend, 

And void of Faith, call Abraham s God their Friend, 


| (But here let Pity weep o'er Salem's Fall, | 
At once the Warning and the Bliſs of all! 260 
O'er-rul'd for Good her national Decline, 

The Gentiles now may view her God 8 Deſign. 


May Trembling view—leſt, inning, we preſume _ 
To flight, and make him call his Iſrael home ; ;) | 
Let others, bleſs'd with paſt baptiſmal Grace, 265 
Now ſubſtitute mere Shadows in its Place, 
While Papiſt-like, on empty Forms they feed, 
And take for granted all the public Creed ; 
e Let 
Learning, Faith and Cood Works, will be taken in the beſt 
Light by all Men of Candour and Acuteneſs at one View, 
who will ſee that the Author did not intend to explode the 
| Uſe as well as the Abuſe of theſe excellent Things —to be 
plain—his Dejegn in theſe Epiſtles was only to affect the Heart, 
improve the Head, and pleaſe the Ear, if haply he might win 
ſome to the Love of God and Man, through the Grace cf 
Jeſus Chriſt, the Mediator between both—and He truſts thet 


every neceſſary Doctrine of this Piece can be ſupported by 
the plain Meaning and Context of Scripture. 


8 
Let others too, thro Force of Genius, deem 
In Arts and Sciences their Bliſs ſupreme, 270 


Or call forth Learning's antique Rolls to tell, 
How Common-Senſe was wont to think and ſpell; 
While others (vers'd in aukward Logic) draw 
The Goſpel-Sword to hew the moral Law; 


Or throw its holy Precepts all aſide, 275 


To clear the Way for Nonſenſe, Luſt and Pride! 
Let us (while dark Pelagian Jeſuits dare 


Turn Saviours for themſelves in Moſes Chair, 


While Muſſelmen their lech'rous Prophet trace, 


As void of common Senſe as common Grace !) 280 


Let us, my Friend, the narrow Path purſue, 


With Chriſt and Holineſs at once in View, 


This Grace alone i is all our Bliſs below, 


— And bow to gain and keep i it all we know. 


Line 280.—By Common-Grace is meant that Dawn of hea- 


venly Light, which enlightens every Man coming into the 
World —and which Mahomed muſt have loſt, before he could 


have publiſhed that wretched, cunning Fable of the Alcoran, 


for Reaſon bids us be holy. | 
Line the laf}, i, e. what God has . in his Word, is 


alone known by us with abſolute Certainty. —Whatever is 


contrary to that, in a religious Syſtem, is either Superſtition 


or vain . 


5 Exp or EprisTIE III. 


HIS ſecond Edition is ventured abroad, with a 
Poſtſcript in the Author's Defence, on a larger 
Impreſſion than the firſt, fomewhat corrected not 
| becauſe all the printed Copies in 1 2mo, are got clean 
off Hand! but becauſe it ſeemed expedient to uſher | 
this forth, juſt in its preſent Size, that it might in- 
trude, with more ſpacious Effrontery upon the Eye, 
and thus ſteal into the Heart of the critical or the 
careleſs Buyer of Books. 


A REHEARSAL of the 


RPISTLE L 


* Line 1, to Line 26. Addreſs to a Friend, by Way of 
1 IntroduQtion or Apology——to L. 43- Addreſs to the Dei- 
ty—- to L. $9. Preſent Salvation our Bufineſs—Man, unen- 
lightened from Heaven, cannot inveſtigate the Cauſe or Reaſon 
of any Thing within, above, around or beneath him, though 
we may puzzle one another, and are cunouſly ſtretching after 
Knowledge, wiſely hid from us—— to L. 105. A ſatyrical 
Check to the Excurſions of Genius to L. 139. Recollection, 
that holy Love is the Point we muſt attain, which all may poſ- 
ſels, and how——to L. 147. Objection, © that all are not alike 
& bad, becanſe ſome are uſeful to Society — to L. 179. Ob- 
jection anſwered, that we muſt thank God, not Man, for all the 
various Bleſſings of Society, and why to L. 195. A Digreſ- 
| fion——to L. 211. A Diſplay of the Goodneſs of Providence in 
Providing for all Beings to L. 945. But all the Race of 
Adam, as ſuch, degenerate, and this proved from a Multitude of 
Fats through all Ages—Diſcord within and without—Pain— 
Sickneſs Deat / in all its Forms— Hoſpitals —Bedlam—infantile Paſ. 
| frons—Cruelty in Birds, Beaſts and Fiſhes—Phenomena in the Ele- 
ments— Heat and Cold —(ObjeRion anſwered) Plague Famine— 
 Peftilence—Fire—VWater of the Deluge——to L. 981. A Deſcant 
thereon to L. 401. The Torment of Fear, added as a con- 
cluding Inſtance, from the Iſraelites Horror near mount Sinai 
to the End, God too good to infli& or permit all theſe Evils 
on Man, if not fallen, who, by Sin brought them on himſelf. 
EPISTLE 


Cs 


F 


cCribed— to L. 229. The Weight of final Glory 


EPI TLE UW 


ROM Line 1, to L. 21. Man, different from his Creator, in 
Benevolence, till renewed——to L. 59. The Reader direQ- 


ed from Plato to Chriſt, and why — to L. 77. The latter fore- 
told by Types and Prophecies — -to L. 117. A Deſcription of 
Chriſt—to L. 185, Obje&ions anſwered.—to L. 302. Yet ſtill 


all are endued with a Degree of ſaving Grace from the Birth, and 


_ this illuſtrated by many gracious Affections and Sentiments, oc- 
cafionally viſible in all, &c.——to L. 307. How Children dege- 
nerate—through ſome Evil derived from their Parents—the Me- 


thod of Regeneration traced—— to L. $65. Parents likewiſe ſpoil 
the Morals of their Children by Neglect to L. 400. The Fa- 
taliſt's Excuſe for his — — paraphraſed and con- 


2 


CPISTL Ea: 


PROM Line 1, to L. 43. Man no Riddle, but either a Saint 
or a Sinner, as giving Way to Grace or its Contrary—exem- 
plified in Cranmer——to L. 61. Conjecture muſt yield to Ex- 
perience in all Things to L. 99. All enquire after Happineſs 


—it is purſued various Ways ſome of theſe enumerated to 


L- 12g. True Happineſs ſeated in the Mind Religion its ulti- 
mate Point to L. 199. The Millenium attempted to be deſ- 


o . 249. . 
The Inference from the Whole, included in an Application to 
the Author's Friend, for a mutual Perleverance to the End in 


true Religion. — CoxncLus0w, 


. . —_ 


DEE EEE RENTED 
TH E 


n 


© 
To the Authors of the Monthly Review. 


„ 


— 


Dennis and Diſſonance, and captious Art, 
And ſnip-ſnap ſhort, and Interruption ſmart. 
4 Por k's Dunciad- 


ly 


n 


—— 


GENTLEMEN, 
JOU hare paſſed a definitive Sentence on a little Piece, 
F called © the State of Man”—in your Review for laſt. 
Month. The Form of your Sentence is— 
»The Author, in a Note, tells us, © the Eſſay of Man 
e abounds with ſo many devout Strings of Piety, that no- 
thing ſeems wanting but a more perſpicuous Diſplay of 
__ « evangelical Truth“ —this grand Defideratum he under- 
takes to ſupply, and adds, that thele Epiſtles were /abor:- 


_ *. oufly deſigned for that Purpoſe, ſetting, as he very well 
% may, the Critics at Defiance 


« Thick Clouds of Smoke the Shechinah conceal'd, 
The Heav'ns reſounded, and the Mountain reel'd !'— 
” You have ſo curtailed and perverted the Note, that I am 
at a Loſs to know it for my own in your Dreſs—In its ori- 
ginal Mode it may be compared to the Coat of my Friend 
| Eugemus, which he wore a few Years ago; in its preſent 
Form, it may reſemble the ſhort, Macaroni Jacket, which 
he now wears, and which makes him look like a different 
Perſon.— However, to do it Juſtice, the Reader ſhall have 
1t at large. | 


« In 


1 
« In order to daſh the Front of Pride, which often tries 
« to reaſon againſt Providence, Mr. Pope ſeems to daſh his 
«+ Realon upon the Rock of Fate. - God, no Doubt, can 


bring God d out of /þ:7:tual as well as natural Evil, by mak- 
ing eicher ſubſerve the Ends of his Juſtice, but to fay, that 


* he * pours fierce Ambition in a Ce/ar's Mind,” or is ca- 


« pable of doing it, conſiſtent with his Holineſs, argues too 
« ſtrong aBiaſs towards that Doctrine of Devils, deduced from 
« Auguſiine's polemical Spleen againſt Pelagius's Errors. If 
„Mr. Pope did not lean too much towards Caluiniſin, when 
* he aſſerted without Limit, that © whatever is, is right,” 
« we may ſafely maintain, that the Expreſſion is too broad 
„for, if God,--according to his own Word, will puniſh 
* the perſevering Workers of Iniquity, it is plain that He 
does not view all that is, as right. Indeed the Poet might 
be allowed a Latitude of Phraſe, unuſual to the Lagician, 
or the rational Chriſtzan, but none of his Admirers ſhould 
ſophiſticate ſo far, as to encourage, by As Words, what, 
 * they may cordially condemn in thoſe of Zanckius, Criſp, 
or El:ſha Cole, who were good Men but bad Reaſoners.— 
Let it not be thought, that this Rebuke is the Offspring 
of Prejudice or Envy againſt the brighteſt of our Poets, or 
his Eflay on Man—that Piece, in particular, is moſt wor- 
* thy of ſuch an Author---when we peruſe it, we are ſtruck 
* with ſuch a peculiar, neat, plain and elegant Simplicity 
* of Stile, ſuch unparalleled Harmony and ſubſtantial Pathos 
*. .--attended ſo often { N. B.) with the moſt devout Strains (not 
Strings in the M. S.) of Piety, that nothing ſeems wanting 
* but a more perſpicious Diſplay of Evangelical Truths---If 
* this laſt Article ſhines thro' theſe Epiſtles, which were la- 
borioully deſigned for that Purpoſe, and penned with much 
+ Pleaſure on that Account, let the Critics do with the Com- 
* pofitton as ſeemeth good in their own Eyes.“ - 
Now, Gentlemen, you may throw as much Duſt as you 
pon into weak Eyes, but diſprove, if you, can, what is al- 
edged in the Note at large. Tn 
Your bare © ipfi diximus” wont do every where---But let 
us analyſe your Critique—---1. You, or your Printer, have 
(officiouſly I ween) marked the Word © Strings“ in Italics 
If you did this, you have not hurt me, 1 the Word 
under my Hand- writing was © Strains: - if your Printer (or 
his Devil) wittingly ſnapt at me thus, for a bald Blockhead, 
I think 


lo} 


I think he did a very ſmart Thing! 2. How could you 
dream, I ſet you at Deftance! A Stranger entering Guildhall, 
does not view the Grants there with more Affright, than I be- 
hold, in Idea (for my Eyes never ſaw ſo terrific a Sight as) 
a Monthly Remewer Seeing this was the Caſe, I beg you 
will give me Leave to tell you how I meant you ſhould un- 
derſtand that Phraſe © Let the Critics do with the Compoſe- 
„tion as ſeemeth good in their own Eyes“ i. e. Let 

Fame, as to the Merit of the Rhime follow or not; the 
% Author is not ſo ſollicitous about this, as that the Matter 
* ſhould be /crzptural.” g.---Your aukward Quotation 

of the two Verſes above out of Page 20, might make us be- 
Heve you would turn a Halſ- ſneer upon Mo/es, Part of whoſe = 
Hiſtory they contain, it we could not plainly diſcern your 
Principles of * natural Religion, thro' the Medium of ſuch 
Quotation. However, B; 


iſhop Sherlock ſhall anſwer thoſe 5 6 
Principles by and by, and I beg you will &neel to the Biſhop 
for once, while he ſpeaks---tho' dead---nor let your Conſci- 
ence ſtrain at the Gnat of Ceremony, while it can ſwallow 


5 the Camel of Prejudice. A4.---I beg Leave, in a Note,“ to 
5 trouble the Reader with the Context of the two Lines you 
- quoted from Page 20, that he may judge of their true mean- 
7 8 £ 
5 EXODUS XIX. 
18 | 
What wild Amazement ſtunn'd the gazing Crowd, 

7 | When God Himſelf in Thunder ſpake aloud, 
Lf 3 When Simat's Top with Glory flam'd around, 
— And none could touch unhurt its utmoſt Bound ! 
1 O' er- power d, the trembling Knees could ſcarce retire, 
* | While God proclaim'd his Law in ſacred Fire! 
- The Sons of Jacob ſought the Voice of Man, 

3 And from Fehovah's Words affrighted ran! 
ju | The Thund'rings roar'd, the Light'nings flaſh'd abroad, 

3 And the wild Tempeſt ſpoke the awful God! | 
l- | Thick Clouds of Smoke the Skechinak conceal'd ! 

The Heav'ns reſounded, and the Mountain reel'd! 

et | Louder and louder grew the Trumpet's Sound, 

1 Like that which yet ſhall wake the Nauons round ! 
ve So ſtrong, that Moſes trembled as he heard, 
TA) | And all the People for their Doom prepar'd, 
a Some Mediator then his Grace beſtow d, 

HA Type of Cirift, the iuture Son of God!” ES 

(or | State of Man, P. 20. 
2 d. | NE Ns 


E 


ing, and ſee how apt and pat they are to your Purpoſe. A 
to the ſecond Line, Se 


The Heav'ns reſounded, and the Ni reel'd!” 


If you did not thruſt it in, Head and Shoulders, to ſhew 

your Love of Poetry, it is hard to aſſign a Reaſon for its In- 
troduction, from the Scope of your Cenſure..--If it was de- 
ſigned to repreſent the Poet's rumbling Verſe, it was very a- 
propos on his Side---not on yours---for you know who has 
ſaid, that, on /uch Occaſions, 1 „„ 


The hoarſe, rough Verſe ſhould like the Thunder roar.” 


But we muſt not inliſt your ſaid Quotation for the Author, 
and therelore we will paraphraſe your Meaning again him, 
thus this concencd Author has fo enveloped his Piece in 
« ſpiritual Darkneſs, that, like the Shechinah on Mount Si- 
„ nah, its Glory is not to be ſeen thro? the thick Clouds of 
*« Mctaphor, attended with ſuch a mighty Thunder of Bombaſl, 
and ſuch an Earthquake of Bathos.” 7 28 


The Blaſphemy of theſe 
Figures ill-pair'd, and Similies unlike”--- 


you muſt not impute to me, Gentlemen, but to yourſelves. 
5.--- We come, laſtly, to review the Drift of your Cenſure. 
You may think it impoſſible for any one to give a more per- 
ſpicuous Diſplay of Evangelical Truth than Mr. Pope has 
x ge in his Kay on Man.---It is deemed by many, as a com- 
pleat Syſtem of Ethics, and Ethics by ſome is confounded, as 
a ſynonymous Term, with Religion, and Religion is general- 
ly taken, in England, for the Chriſttan Religion only, or that 
Syſtem of Divinity weare taught from the Bible.---Whether 
Mr. Pope's Ethics are 33 or not, will be briefly in- 
quired into before we part.--- You may alſo think me in- 
conſiſtent, of Courſe, to call the Poet's Strains devout” 
and yet to maintain, that is Diſplay of Evangelical Truth 
is deficient.”..-Here I ſet my Foot---I meet you on this 
Ground---I deny any Manner of Inconliſtency herein--- 
chuſe Plato for your Second, and Morality for your Weapon 
Il putch 


| * their Circumſtances. But, if 
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I pitch upon the trinita ian Doctor, Thomas Sherlock, and 


the Bible for mine - premiſing a few Propoſitions. : 
1. Chriſt is the Light of every Man coming into the 

World, or the Light of Nature, if you pleaſe. 2. By this 
Light all Men /ce Good and Evil, and ſo may chule che one 


and refuſe the other; this Principle is the Spring of the Fear of 


God and the Works of Righteouſneſs. g. Pagans, as Men, 


are endued with this Principle, and ſo may be devout, and yet 


Pagans are not Chriſtians, or Evangelical Believers, Let 
us now hear Sherlock, nothing alhamed.---In treating of the 
State of Man, He ſays The only true and fair Way of 


« judging of the Goſpel is, to conſider what is the true State 
* of Mankind in the World. If Men are in a State of Pu- 
* rity and Innocence, no Redemption is wanting, and the 

„Methods preſcribed in the Goſpel bear no Relation to 
en have every where in- 
* ned, and come ſhort of the Glory of God, the Law of 
* Nature cannot help them to thoſe Bleſſings, which by the 
* Law of Nature are forſeited; and there is manifeſtly a Ne- 


ceſſity of having Recourſe to other Means to obtain Sal- 


„ vaten. %% TT 5 
Vid. his ſeveral Diſcourſes in the Temple. P. 41. 


The ſame brilliant Writer, \ peaking of the Deſect of moral 


Duties to intitle us to the Bleſſings of the Goſpel---adds-.- 


in another Diſcourſe, P. 199 -and 202.—“ Cornelius was 
« a Gentile, and one of the % of them —a devout Man, 
and one who feared God with all his Houſe, who gave much 
% Alms to the People, and prayed always, and yet his Good- 


« neſs did not make it unneceſſary for him to become a 


„ Chriſtian. The heavenly Viſion was not ſent to ſatisfy 


« him that his Righteouſneſs was ſufficient, on the Con- 
* trary, it was ſent to inform him where he might ſeek 


« and find a proper Inſtructor. St. Peter had alſo a Viſion 


to prepare him to the Duty of an Apoſtle to the Gentile 
Centurion; and when this devout Man came to him, in 


„Obedience to the heavenly Warning, he inſtrutts him 
« in the Faith of Jeſus Chriſt, and baptizes him with Wa- 
ter: Upon which St. Peter ſays, he finds that Men of all 
Nations, who do Righteouſneſs, are accepted with God. 
He could not poſſibly mean, that thoſe who did their beſt 
„ upon the Light of Nature had no Need of = other 
K 2 r 
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« Teacher: That Reflection could never riſe from the Caſe 
before him: For why did he then inſtruct Cornelius in the 
« Knowledge of Chriſt, and baptize him in his Name? St. 
% Peter therefore certainly meant, that all Gentiles duly 
« prepared were capable of the Bleſſings of the Goſpel thro' 
« the Mercy of God, in Oppoſition to Fs former Error, that 

* none but 7ews had ſuch a Privilege. And the Apoſile 
_ * undoubtedly underſtood, that the bet of the Gentiles had 
Need of the Goſpel; or %, his Commendation of the 
* Goodneſs of God amounts io this only, that he perceived 
that God would give to the honeſt- minded Gentiles, who 
* ſeared him, and did righteouſly, that which they had no 
* Occaſion to receive“ But ſhould the Caſe of Cornelius 
(continues the intelligent Prelate) who was a devout Man, 

* fearing God with all his Houſe, giving much Alms, and pray- 

* ng always, incline us to believe that he means a greater 
Degree of Goodneſs by fearing God and working Right- 

eoulneſs than was commonly to be found; and, conſe- 

« quently, that what St. Peter ſays can be applied only to 
the moſt virtuous and beſt diſpoſed Heathens; upon this | 
Suppoſition, both the Caſe of Cornelius and the Declaration 
of St. Peter, evidently prove, that the beſt of Men ſtand 

in Need of the Aſſiſtances of the Goſpel of Chriſt to make 

« themſelves ſecure of obtaining the End of their Hopes, 
Glory and Immortality, from God, who is the Rewarder | 
ol them who diligently ſeck him. I would defire of thoſe, 
who are of a different Opimon, and think that they have 
no Reaſon to trouble their Heads about the Chriſtian Re- 
ligion, provided they live good, moral Lives, to conſider 
the Character of Cornelius; he was devout, and feared 
God with all his Houſe; he was charitable, and gave 
much Alms to the People, and prayed to God continually. 
This, I ſuppoſe, they will allow to be a Deſcription of ſuch 
a moral Man as they mean: and I would aſk them for 
what Purpoſe did God ſend a Viſion to Cornelius, and ano- 
ther to St, Peter, that Cornelius might be made a Chriſlian? 
Was all this Care thrown away upon a mere unneceſſary 
Point, that might as well have been let alone? Was Cor- 

nelius thus called to the Profeſſion of the Goſpel, and was 
it of no Conſequence whether he had been called, or no ? 
If God made Choice of Cornelius, one of the beft of the 
* Gentiles, to ſhew that ſome of them were capable of his 


« Grace, 


«6 


«6 
«6 
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„ Grace, he did at the ſame Time demonſtrate that all had 
« Need of it; for if the beff, with all the Light they enjoy- 
« ed, — this Aſſiſtance, what could the worſt do with» 
« out it?“ 

If this fine Train of Reaſoning, Gentlemen, cannot con- 
vince you, that Men may be devout, and yet not © Chriſtians, 
or Evangelical,” Let the following Paſſages from our Sa- 
our and St. Paul decide the Point, Except a Man | every 
Man, even up to a Monthly Reviewer] be born from above 
[of the Shirit as well as the Water, internally by the Baptiſm 
of the Holy Ghoſt as well as externally by that of Water] 
« He cannot enter into the Kingdom of Heaven let him fret. 
and fume ever ſo much againſt this purztanical, methodzftical 


Cant.—And again—* Not by Works of Righteouſneſs, which 
ve have done, but according to his Mercy he ſaved us 


„by the Waſhing of Regeneration, and Renewing of the 
Holy Ghoſt.” — Paul to Titus 35.— What a myſtical Jargon 


is all this to a Deiſt? What a Deal of Trouble muſt he take 

to explain it all a wav into mere Morality? - But you, Gen- 
tlemen, have been baptized - your own Way—and therefore 
I need only ſtir up your pure Minds by Way of Remem- 


| brance—exert yourſelves in Prayer for your promiſed Privi- 


leges.—Brethren,' be not deceived with vain Philoſophy, 
tho' adorned with all the Graces of Bards or Orators, fore- 


_ moſt on the Liſt of Fame—Are you happy ? If not, what 


boots it, that you are learned in Books, in Men and in 
Things? When you die, God in Chriſt, and Chriſt in your 


Heart, will be your only Hope of Glery, if you are then 
 happy.—Bear with me as a 10% I am tired of Reproof—I 


am not your Enemy, tho? I am thus obliged, for the Truth's 


Sake, ſharply to delend mylelf againſt fuch ſuperior Prowels. 


It remains to ſhew, that Pope's Ethics are /hort of the true 
State of Man—ſuch as he zs, a helpleſs Sinner when void 
of Grace, and a peaceful Being when poſſeſſed of 1t—or 
ſuch as he is repreſented in the Hord of God, which will abide 


for ever That Man is a wreiched, helpleſs Being, when 


leſt to himſelt, is a Truth your own Eyes and Ears may lee 


and hear every Day, on every Hand—Do the decent or in- 


decent Sinners ſhew you they are bleſſed in their Deeds. Do 
they look like the Sons of Wiſdom, whoſe Ways are Ways 
of Pleaſantneſs and all their Paths are Peace? And is not the 


Bible full of ſuch Leſſons as theſe—* Repent, and be con- 


verted, 
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* yerted, that your Sins may be blotted out, and the Times 

„ of Refreſhing come from the Preſence of the Lord“ Do 
not theſe Metaphors mean ſome pre/ent ſolid Bleſſings, not 

to be frittered away into mere Shadows by the cold Hand of 
dry or bitter Cavillers? And does Mr. Pope dive ſo deep 
into the Goſpel (the true Mirror of all Morality) as to ſuper- 
ſede the Neceſſity of a Poem on our Species, more agreea- 


ble to the Platform of Chriſt, who knew what was in Man, 


better than Mr. Pope himſelf, whoſe Steps I follow at a Diſ- 
tance in the pleaſing Paths of Rhime only, and dare not fol- 
tow him farther than he followed Chriſt in any other Way? 
Peiope does finely preſs us to a Reſignation to Providence, 
though its Ways ſeem dark and zntricate, as to the Good 
and Evil of this Life, and tells us to © wait the great Teacher 
Death,” to clear up ſuch Difficulties, and he bids us be 
moral, and love God and Man, and know ourſelves—and 
did he ſay any Thing farther, or more than Heathen Philo- 
ſophers had ſaid before him ?—Produce the Paſſages — and 
does not he ſum up the whole of his Divinity in the Eſſay 
on Man, thus :— ES EE 


= _- * Whatever is, is right,.) 
And Reaſon, Paſſion, anſwer one great Aim, 
* And true Self. Love and Social are the ſame, 
And Vzrtue only makes our Bliſs below, 
And all our Knowledge is our/clves ® to know 


Had not Socrates, Plato and Seneca, ſaid all this and more 
from the pilfered Hebrew Bible ?—Vid. Madam Daczer's 
Life of Plato : Was this the Truth, as it is in Fe/us—nay, was 
it the whole Truth, as it is in Socrates himſelf ? 

I conclude, with Thanks to you for ſaying no wor/e of 
my firſt moral Eſſay —and with double Thanks to the Critical 


Reviewers for flating the true Nature of it—and with warm 


_ Gratitude for the London Remewers? real Candour, 
Ad am, Gentlemen, 
Yours, and tlieir humble Servant, 
. 
nne 


« Jeſus Chrilt whom thou has ſent“ a bare Knowledge of ourſelves cannot 
make vs hapfy. 


B 


N. B. I hope, Gentlemen, you and the World will al- 
low me to uſe the ſame Apology for treating upon Man after 
Mr. Pope, as Dr. Young did, whoſe incomparable Might 
Thoughts are founded upon DoArines you don't ſeem to re- 
liſh—For Inſtance, do you taſte the Beauty of theſe Lines 


With Joy, with Grief that kealing Hand I ſee,— 
„The Skies it form'd, and now it bleeds for me— — 
There hangs all human Hope—that Nail ſupports 
The falling Univerſe ; that gone, we drop” ?—P. 77. 


Or does 1t delight you to read theſe Lines— 
Y „ Myſterious Pow'r! 
*« Reveal'd—yet unreveal'd! Darkneſs in Light! 
« Number in Unity! our Joy ! our Dread! 
The triple Bolt that lays all Wrong in Ruin! 
„That animates all Right, the triple Sun! 
Sun of the Soul! her never - ſetting Sun! 
„ Traunc, unutterable, unconceiv ed. 
Abſconding, yet demonſtrable, Great God!“ 
e Pe. 389. 8vo. Edition. 


But Iwill not, at preſent, draw you into the Moon, by the 
{faſcinating Charm of Enthufraſitic Poetry, to weary out your 
fine Underſtandings, or your delicate Feelings. —Hear then, 
at laſt, my humble, blunt Apology, in the very Words of 
Young—on preſuming to write after Mr. Pope. 


Man too he ſung: Immortal Man I ling ; 
* Oft burſts my Song beyond the Bounds of Life! 
„What, now, but Immortality can pleaſe ? 
O had he preſs'd his Theme, purſued the Track, 
Which opens out of Darkneſs into Day; 
„O had he mounted on his Wing of Fire, 
% Soar'd, wherel /ink, and ſung immortal Man 
„Ho had it bleſs'd Mankind, and reſcued ne“ 
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